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News 
M o t h e r ' s f a l l i n g m o r e t h a n ever, she says. 
W h e n e v e r she leans , over she goes. A n d the d o g 
Chat ty ' s b e e n p u t to s leep, h e l d by m y father. 
H e r e p o r t s it was q u i t e p e a c e f u l — i n a s e c o n d , 
n o m o r e a r thr i t i s , n o m o r e i n c o n t i n e n c e . H e quotes 
M e i s t e r E c k h a r t , " a l l G o d ' s p u r p o s e s , a l l 
o u r l o n g i n g is fo r r e p o s e . " H e ' s t a k i n g l e c i t h i n , 
w h i c h h e c l a i m s has i m p r o v e d h i s m e m o r y . H e quotes Hamlet, 
also. M o t h e r ' s h a v i n g tests. She 's a f ra id 
o f the m a c h i n e s , the M R I t u n n e l . She says there ' s n o t h i n g 
w r o n g , j u s t a s t igmat i sm. A n d s p i n d l y legs 
y o u d o n ' t k e e p u s i n g , I d o n ' t say. M y father 's 
b e e n o u t o n his b i k e , daf fodi l s i n b l o o m , b u t n o t 
w a r m e n o u g h for M o t h e r to get o u t yet, she says. 
T h i s is the way they d o , two halves r e s t i n g against 
e a c h other . I te l l h e r the crows are g o i n g crazy 
h e r e , m a k i n g a racket , the forest f loor ' s 
r i s i n g , a n d I've t r a n s p l a n t e d a n e m o n e s i n t o 
m o r e s u n , m o v e d crocuses f u r t h e r u p the h i l l . 
T w o m o u r n i n g doves d r o p d i r e c t l y b e l o w m y w i n d o w . 
I d e s c r i b e t h e m d r a g g i n g t h e i r tails, p i c k i n g t h r o u g h 
the shel ls o f s u n f l o w e r seeds. T h e r e , b o t h lift o f f 
at the same t i m e . M y father 's l o o k i n g t h e m u p 
i n the b i r d b o o k , p i n n i n g t h e m d o w n . M o t h e r ' s g o n e 
to t u r n the T V o n , h e r vo ice t h i n n i n g away. 
I a m h o l d i n g , w a i t i n g for f u r t h e r w o r d o n w h a t 
c o n v e n i e n c e b o t h o f t i m e a n d m e a n s , o f nest 
a n d s o n g , it takes to fit t h i n g s to t h e i r shape . 
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